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To be Continued every Friday. 
Dramatis Perfonz. 
Levy, 2 Recruating _ f Venture, a Merchant. > Double, a Time-ferver. 
Hazard, a Gamefter. | Talley, a Stock- Fobber. | | Bays, a Poet. 
Bite, a Sharper. + + Querpo, a Quack. | + Compafs, a Martuer. 
Nice, a Beau. e 5 Trick, a Lanyer. es Harlem,a News-writer, 


Blunt, @ Plain Dealer. 
Whim, @ Projedor, 
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Horolcope,an Affrologer. | 
(Froth, a Punfer. 


Guzzle, a Hard Drinker. 
Bohee, the Coffee man. 
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SCENE continued. Blunt, Horofcope, and Harlem, fitting at a Table. 


Harlem. 
~ 


“Ns 


Fiery Trigons and Triplici- 
tL ties to a very Great Man, 
Mr. Horofcope, and, I can affure you, | 
I beli¢ve you will be Confulted upon 
it before the Operations of the next 
Campaign are agreed on. 

Blunt. Who Confulted, Mr. Harlem ? 
a Conjurer, a Figure Cafler, a meer Old 
Woman, Mr. Horofcope has more Senfe 


| Show'd the Scheme of your 


than to think there 1s any thing but }} 


Tick or Banter in the whole Art of | 
Afrology. “ 

Hovofcope. Good Sir, with all your 
fine Compliments, don’t think to Ban- 
ter me out of my Bufinels: Do you lay 
there’s nothing in Afroloyy? You might 
as well {ay there’s nothingin the Stars ;_ 
gothing in Money; nothing in nothing 





at all; or indeed that there’s nothing 
at all in any Head; I believe there you 
mean the Afiront. 

Blunt. You have hit the Nail on the 
Head, Mr. Stargazzr, 

Horofcope. Havel fo, Sir, then I fhall 
hit you a Slap on the Face, to make 
out the Proverb, That good Wits jump. 

Harlem. Hold, hold, Mr. Horo/cope, 
fuch Words and Actions are unbecoms 
ing a Gentleman. ) 

_ Blunt. Poh, poh, Jet him alone, this 
is only a Fiery Trtgon of Mr. Aorof- 
copes own making, and it wants no- 
thing but a Tune to it, to make it as 
Harmonious as the 
Spheres. 

_ Florofcope. O Fupiter, Venus, Mars, 
and Gemini, all ye bright Stars of Hea- 


ven 


Mufick of the- 
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ven, grent me but Patience now, and 
Vl) forgive your evil Afpests for the 
future. 

Blunt. Send for Doétor Querpo pre- 
fently, or the Man will run Mad, and 
we fhall have half the Stars drop out 
of the Firmament inftantly. 


(Enter Nice and Froth] 


Nice. Laird, Laird, Mr. Froth, I 
fhall brake to Pieces with Laafing ; 
ha, ha, ha. 

Blunt. Why what’s the matter, Mr. 
Nice, you are fo much upon the Merry 
Pin to Day ? , 

Nice. Dear Tom Froth, ha, ha, ha, 
news tell the Gentlemen, for I fhall 

rake in funder. 

Froth. What ? about the Gentleman, 
or the Lady. 

Nice. No, no; the Unintelligible 
Booby, the Haack, Haack, Haack. 

Froth, As Mr. Nice and I came this 
Morning from Viliting a Lady of 
Quality, we wanted a Leathern Con- 
veniency, fo feeing one ftanding juft 
by vs, Mr. Nice calld Hauck, Haack, 
Haack. 

fice. And what do you think but 
the Silly Daeg ftood Mute and Matione 
le/s like any Statue. 

Blunt. As well he might. 

Froth. Ail the while I was like to 
break my Fiddle-ftrings with Laughe 
ing; upon my Word, Gentlemen, I 
crack’d the Cafe feveral times while 
Mr. Nice perfiited in calling aloud, 
Haack, Haack, why is the Deval 2m you, 
Haack, that you cannot bear? At this, 
perceiving the Miftake, and being wil- 
ling to tree my felf from {uch a Kum. 
bling in my Guts, I cal?’d, Here, you 
Coach: At that the Coachman whipp’d 
his Horfes, and cry’d Haack, Haack too, 


do you want a Coach, Gentlemen? Upop 
this Mr, Nice had hikd to have Cane 
him for mimicking him. 

Nice. Was I not altogether in th, 
right on’¢? Had it not been for fear oy 
dirtying my Linnen, I had Cudge)’, 
the Daeg into better Manners 5 a Keay. 
cal, tocall Haack, Haack himfelf, ang 
not underftand when a Gentlemay 
calls Haack. 

Blunt. I think, indeed, upon hearing 
of the whole Caufe, you had a grea 
deal of Wrong done you for ever 
Trade ought to underftand their ow) 
Jargon ; but the Miftake was plaip 
for the Coachmen all expect to be call 
‘the Coach, while they call their Hopf, 





the Haacks. 

Nice. You have clear’d my Inte. 
le&ts, and 1 am Convinced, Mr. Blyx, 
. for which, Sir, Pll oblige you with this 
Mornings Adventures. Being to wai 
upon a S b Marchionefs, a neat 
Relation of mine, E was cal¥d into her 
Bed-Chamber , the Ladies of tha 
Country, you know, not being ov; 
Nice of difcovering their Nakedne(;, 
indeed I Bluth’d at the firft Appzoach, 
but it was for the Lady, who was 
putting on a Pair of Sweaty Worlted 
Stockins on a Pair of Dirty Stinking 
Feet, that fenfibly offended my Nof, 
| had not her Ladifhip, I believe on pur. 
| pofe, provided me a Relief, by placing 
a fuficient Quantity of Sal Volatil; 
Oleofum under my Head, which thow'd 
it felf very Rubicund in an unfcour' 
Pewter Member Mug, which was an Inch 
| thick at the bottom with the Salt of 
her own Urine, which, no doubt, fhe 
preferv’d to keep her free from that 
Fathionable Difeafe the Vapours, had 
I been a Doctor, I had certainly call 


her Water. _ : | ? 
| Froth. But it fhowd have been in 





| het 








o¢ Face then, to have made a Chri- 


tian of the Beatt. 
Nice. You are fuch a Praeg, Mr. 




























helmfroth, youfpoil my Story. Ihate a 
of Mapracg, Mr. Blunt. 

(fm Blunt. You are much in the right of 
{. et; | Commend you for that; but let 


s not lofe the reft of the Story, Dear 
r, Nice. 

Nice. Well, Gentlemen, as I was 
uring my Head to avoid the Stench 


N 

. of the Urinal, I caft my Eyes upon a 
ty Mile Ale-Feufe Pot at the Feet of the 
mn Wapod. Lob, fob, my Lady, faid I, does 


ur Ladifhip love Parter’s Ale? No, 
ozen Nice, faid fhe, I ask your Pardon 
oy that, but laf Night, being affided 
vith the Looth- Ach, I Smok'd a Whiff or 
yo of Tobacco, and fo fent for a Pot 
Ale to wafh zt down. 


[Enter Levy, Venture, Whim, end 
Compafs. | 


at 

et 

a O Dear Captain Levy, your molt 
¢mpevoted Humble Servant; Mr. Ven- 
j; fe I am yours moft Cordially ; 
h, Mponeft Ned Compafs how doft? Upon 


y Ward Ym glad to fee thee. What 


-(fNews, Gentlemen ? From the Army, 
ig@eaptain? How goes Recruits? From 
Mme City, Mr. Venture? How itands 


rade ? 

Venture. Why really, Mr. Nice, jut 
here it did; it ftands Stock ftill, 
d that’s the Reafon Traders Run 
way; for woud it Stir they wou’d 
> able to Stand. 

Nice. Very Pleafant and Jocular 
at is, upon my Ward ; what fay 
ot, Tom Froth, is not Mr. Venture 
ty Facetions? But hark-ye, Ned, 
ow go Sea Affairs ? 

‘Compas. So, fo, I think ; Matters 
id ‘ihings of that Natuze move but 
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plaguily: I wifh Things come to a 
fair Conclufion ; but I'm no Judge 
of State Affairs. : 

Nice. I have a {curvy Sea Story, I 
wilh it don’t fall heavy upon you, Ned 
—— 
ompafs. I value not what you can 

fay againit me of a Ropes-end, Mr. 
Nice; but if you can fay no good of us, 
pray fay no ill. 

Nice. Well then, Honeft Ned, I won’t, 
and here’s my Hand on’t. 

Harlem. O fie, Mr. Nice, you won’t 
ftifle a good Story for the Sake of the 
Company 5 Mr. Compa/s won’t value 
a little Railery, when. ’tis defign’d for 
Publick Diverfion. 

Compafs. Mot L by my Troth; he 
may e’en fay what he will. 

Nice. Vil tell you then, There was 
a Merchant in the City, one that Mr. 
Venture knows very well, fittedy out two 
Veffels for the Weft-Indies, the frp came 
| home fafe, and brought him an Account 
that the other woud, in [uch atime, toge- 
ther with a Bill of Loading , and parti- 
cularly bis Fattor acquainted bim, by 
this Ship that was already arriv’d, that 
he had fent bim a Sugar Loaf of ax une 
common fixe, diredted to bim: In fhort, be 
| waited a long time in Expe@ation of the 
Arrival of this Veffel, which mas very 
Richly Laden; but at laf bearing nothing 
of her, be gave ber up for lof: Inthe 
mean time it happend that this very Ship 
was Taken by a French Privateer, and 
Retaken by one of our own Ships, the Crem 
of which, finding her too Noble a Prize to 
let flip thro’ their Hands, Gutted her very 
fairly, and funk the Ship, Men and all, to 
the bottom of the Sea. 

Blunt. But by the by, Mr. Nica, 
that was not a very fair PraGice. 
| Nice. Have Patience, Six, till you 
hear 


' 
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| heavily fome People hang an Afric. 
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hear the Story out. In a little time afe 
er the Prize was Taken, and Diftributed 


the Purfer of the Ship that Retook her, | 


Unvites this Merchant that was her Owner, 
fo a Bowl of Punch, at the making of 


which he calls for this Sugar-Loaf, which | 


the ivf ficht of furprix’d bim fo, that the 
Purfer took particular Notice of its be 
look’d diligently upon it, and taking off 
the Paper Cover, found it direied to him- 
felf: He then queftion’d the Purfer about 
it, As how he came by it, and the like. 


He told bim, The Captain made him a — 


Prefent of it : But bis Gueft not being fatis- 
with that, be brought bis Adion againft 


all the Perfons be cou’d find concern’d, and 


vecover'd very large Damages; but the Men 
Sleep in the Deep yet, as tn a Bed of For- 
getfulne{s, no body having made it their 
Bufine{s yet to make Inquifition for their 
Blood. What fay you to this Story Ned 
Compafs ? Had you no hand in it? 

Compafs. Ia hand in it, you Prating 
Puppy : Idefie you. But {peak another 
Word and V’ll have my Hand in your 
Throat, you Finical Fool you. 

Nice. Good dear Ned, do not Bawl 
fo Loud; you'll crack your Voice. 

Comps/s. No Sirrah; but Pll-Crack 
your Crown as 2 Man wou’d crack a 
Nutfhell, to fee 1t I'can find any Ker- 
nel. Tax me with having a Hand in 
guch a Barbarous Bufinefs, you Calf. 


lik‘d Coxcomb, Il beat you into Jelly. 


Nice. Good, dear, {weet Mr. Compa/s, 
I beg your Pardon withal my Devo- 
tion: I vow and {wear I had it afhrm’d 


for a pofitive Truth, and if you was_ 
not one of the Perfons concern d, it muft - 


be fome body el fe. 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, avery good Jelt. 
Blunt. Thats juft as Mr. Bite ferv’d 
me the other Day, when he came with. 
as much Impudence as a Player, and 





demanded ten Pounds of me, which he faiq |, 
Lent me. I told him, I never had any Deali, 
with him in my Life. Good lack, fays b? 
that’s ftrange, if it was not you, then ir y,. 
fome-body elfe, 


[Exeunt Blunt, Horofcope, Harlem, Ley, 
Te r i} 
Nice, Froth, amd Venture. 


Whim, Hark-ye, Mr. Compa/s, don’t go jx 
yet, I have a Word with you. a 

Compafs. What is itabout,pray good Mr, /};, ; 

Whim, Such a thing as has not been thougiy; 
of in the World before. A rare Project joy, 
for Profit aud Use; the Projefors in this wilt 
get the Devil and all. The Million-Lottery 4, 
Mine-Adventure, Land-Bank, and all the Papey 
Credit Proje&s that ever was, or ever wil }, 
are foolifh things to this. H 
_ Compafs, But, dear Sir, wont you let a My 
into the Nature of the thing? Give me by , 
hint of it ; but what you drive at and I am f. 
tisfied, 

Whim. Drive at, do youcall it? Why y,| 
drive at all-before us. Why, ’tis a Projeé ly. 
yond the Phylofophers-Stone a Million. Tix 4, 
make a Ship Sail againft Wind and Tide, 

Compafs. Why now, [have had that in my 
Head a great while. But how is it to be done? 


Dear Mr. Whim tell me, for I'm Impatient. 


Whim. That cannot be done now: The ney 
time we meet; prepare to seceive the Thongs 
for *tis a Noble one I promife you. ot 


; 
Exeunt 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
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-_ HE Honourable R. Royl‘s moft Ex 


cellent Lozenges, fo much approved on (by 
Perfons of the higheft Quality) for their greac andy 
admirable Vertues in Preventing and Curing thei 
Diftempers of the Lungs, as Colds, Coughs, Rheums, 
Confumption, Prifick, and Shortnefs of Breath. Price 
6d. the Box. Sold by Mr, Clark, Bookfeller, at the 
Corner of Exchange-Alley, in Birchin-Lane. Mr. 
Garraway, at the Koyal- Exchange Gate. Mr. Smithi 
BookfcHer. in Ruffel-Street, Covent-Garden. Me 
Rawfon, Staioner, near Doctors-Commons, Mr. Geri 
rard, Tinman, at the Golden-Candleftick, in Cheap. 
fide. Mr. Harrifon, Holicr, over-againft the Sa-% 
mon, in Hare-ffreet, Bloomsbury, Mr- Cooper, a Cane-i 
Shop,at the Corner of Charles-Courtyin the Strand. & 
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